Parnell
violence, as when, while he was in Kilmainham, he hoped
that the Irish people would do their duty and thus prevent
his speedy enlargement, may have been provoked from him,
as some have said, by the wound to his vanity when a man
of his eminence was flung into prison, but it is more likely
that these counsels of despair only came from him when the
dark inheritance had temporarily overpowered him* What
tragedy can be deeper than that of the man who knows that
he has madness in his blood, can feel it sometimes surging
through his veins to his head, and, struggling to subdue it,
is now and then defeated ?
There were extremists in Irish politics who distrusted and
disliked Parnell, and he was aware of their distrust and
dislike* He must sometimes have wondered how long it
would be before one of these would put a knife in his back
or a bullet in his brain* Many stories have been told of the
way he prowled about London, coat-collar upturned, glancing
furtively about him* There may have been a variety of
reasons for this behaviour: the oddity he had inherited, his
suspicion of his colleagues, his desire to conceal his intrigue
with Mrs* O'Shea; but it is not unlikely that one of these
reasons was a fear that a Fenian might murder him*
Dr* James Mullen, who entertained him in Cardiff about
this time, states that his guest was intensely suspicious of
danger* " In my presence he pulled a revolver out of his
breast pocket and placed it on his bedroom table* This
seemed to me to be a very queer proceeding, but he excused
it by saying that he need not carry the thing, as he was now
amongst friends*"1
Whatever his feelings on these matters may have been,
there can be no doubt of this, that the assassination of Lord
Frederick Cavendish and Mr* Burke on that Saturday evening
in May, 1882, profoundly shook him, and he was not easily
1 The Story of a Toiler's Life, by James Mullen, pp* 187-192+
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